RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

his sleeves, his bowler hat, stiff collar and black coat, looked like an
ecclesiastic on holiday from his diocese. He was giving a running
commentary on the countryside.

Behind the dividing window, in the rear compartment., upholstered
in beige cloth, among the brush-holders, the little boxes, the flasks, the
embroidered hand-straps, the silk curtains, the light-switches and the
movable arm-rests, sat Lord Pemrose and Jean-Noel.

In half a day's journey Pern had already succeeded in creating a sort
of intimate chaos in the back of the car. It consisted of a mass of road-
maps, among which the right one could never be found, works of
scholarship, blocks of writing-paper, little cushions, trinkets and
guides.

"People scoff at guides; it's absurd snobbery/' he said. "On the
pretext that elderly Englishwomen were ridiculous fifty years ago with
their Baedekers in their hands, people now pass by the most splendid
monuments without even knowing that they're there. The Guides
Bleus, for instance, are marvellous. The only thing is that one must
read them beforehand."

Pern had wanted the little silver corkscrew he kept in his jewel-case.
Looking for it, he had dropped one of his pearl studs and crushed the
mounting beneath his foot on the floor of the car. He had brought a
plaid and a fur rug, which was quite useless at the time of year; it
had to be shaken out at every halt as it gathered dust on the floor.
How all the luggage was packed into the boot and on the roof was a
mystery.

If Pern happened to see pretty-coloured wildflowers by the roadside,
he stopped the car and, taking Jean-Noel with him, ran fifty yards back
up the road, his knees knocking together, crying: "Oh, lovely! Too
lovely for words!" Then he called to Gugliemo to find his pocket-knife
with the mother-of-pearl handle, and returned to the glory-hole of the
Rolls with an armful of eglantine or a branch of rowan; its pollen
turned the upholstery yellow and its berries got squashed like the pearl
stud. Once they found a four-leaved clover, and Pemrose gave it
delicately to Jean-Noel with a slightly trembling hand, incapable of
uttering a word. For the next two hours his face was slightly pink and
he was living in a state of childish exaltation.

The people in the villages could not resist turning to gaze at this
curious carriage that had a look both of an ambulance and of the
berlin of romantic honeymoons, in which, conducted by two servants
screwed to their seats, an old nobleman was abducting a young
prince.

The same ceremonial took place at the end of every stage. Gugliemo
went to make sure that the rooms engaged were ready and returned
with a cohort of porters and commissionaires, while Robert began to
take off the luggage. Pemrose would stop half-way up the steps to